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| Know What | Like 


Author's Notes: 
For some reason | just think Peter and Jon would be really cute together! 


Peter was on his way downstairs from the room where he had just recorded some flute tracks. The rest of 


the band weren't there, so there wasn't much else he could do. 

Jon was on his way upstairs to retrieve something he'd left last night he was at this particular studio. 
They were both taken by surprise when they bumped into each other, right in the middle of the stairs. 
"Jon!" Peter said brightly as he realized who it was. 

"Hey, man!" Jon grinned, sharing a quick hug, “it's been forever!" 


"It has! What're you doing here? Are you recording?" 


"No, just picking something up, actually. You?" 
"Yeah, the boys and | are working on an album. Just me today, though, and I'm all through." 
"Hey, if you're all through, we should catch up!" 


"Do you want to come to my hotel room? It's just down the road a bit" Peter smiled; in truth, he and Jon 
were only acquaintances, but he thought it would be nice to get to know him better. 


"That sounds great. Let me grab what | left here, and we can take my car." 
Five minutes later, Peter was sitting in the passenger seat of a rather cluttered, navy blue Karmann Ghia. Jon 
sat next to him, pushing away some papers. From the floor he picked up an expensive looking bottle of sherry. 


He gave it a little wave. 


"A gift from Rick. He thinks | should lighten up," he said, nestling the bottle back where it had been, between a 
coat and a pillow (which left Peter wondering what business a fluffy bed pillow had in a car). 


"| probably wasn't even going to drink it, but tonight seems like as good a time as any," Jon continued as he 


started the car and drove off. 


Peter opened his mouth to comment that he's really not a drinker, but decided that he could stand to liven up 
a bit, too. After all, a drink or two wouldn't kill him. 


When the short drive to the hotel had ended, Peter led the way To his room. Inside, he shut the door behind 
them and kicked off his shoes. 


"Make yourself comfortable," he said, sitting down at the table in the corner. 
Jon sat in the chair adjacent to Peter. "Drink?" he asked, unstacking the two plastic cups on the table. 


"Well, alright," Peter replied, holding the flimsy vessel as Jon filled it about half full with the strong scented 
sherry. 


Peter took a sip and tried not to make a face at the taste; one he hadn't really acquired yet. 


Jon drank from his own cup, apparently more accustomed to the drink He leaned back comfortably in his chair 


and smiled at Peter, "how have things been?" 


"Not much different than last time | saw you, | suspect. My life's been dedicated to writing and recording, and 
parading around with those daisies | call bandmates," he paused to share a laugh with Jon, "what about you?" 


"Just the same! You know, when | first joined a band, | had no idea it would take up this much of my time," he 


grinned affectionately, "but | love it. D'you want another?" He held up the bottle. 


Peter now realized both of their cups had been emptied; he nodded and slid his cup over, watching as Jon filled 
it just a bit more than halfway this time. 


As the minutes turned into hours, the small talk turned into large talk, one drink turned into three. The sun 
had set and the curtains had been drawn to keep out the cold The only light source now came from a lamp on 


the table, giving the room a very soft yellow tinge. 


"Maybe it's just me, but | always thought they seemed a bit over affectionate to each other, even in school," 
Peter shook his head as he concluded his story recalling Tony and Mike. 


"I bet it's just you. You think too much. Another?" Jon waved the bottle for what seemed like the third or 
fourth time. 


‘Ooh, please," Peter replied. He wasn't all that drunk, but everything was a little soft around the edges. He 
watched as the last of the sherry was split between their two cups, "thank you." 


"Mmm... It's rather tasty, don't you think?" Jon sipped at his. 


"It is," Peter quickly downed his cup, enjoying the taste much more now. He stood up and stretched, sauntering 
over to the bed, and sitting down. Leaning back on his palms, he sighed contently, "that's comfier." 


Jon walked over. He found himself looking at Peter's lips with interest. "You look pretty," he said in a near 


whisper. 
Peter was a litte surprised at first to hear that, but replied with, "you look pretty, too." 


Jon moved a bit closer and sat on the bed. Slowly, he leaned in and kissed Peter softly. He didn't want to take 


the time to question his actions. 


If the alcohol wasn't in him, Peter might've questioned this a bit more; but at the moment, everything felt just 
right. As he reciprocated the kiss, he rested one of his hands on Jon's back, and the other on his cheek. His 


smooth cheeks were tinged pink, and pleasantly warm. 


Jon's hands were weaved into Peter's long, silky hair, drawing him a bit nearer. As the kiss became heavier, he 


felt himself getting hard, and rather quickly at that. 
Peter considered saying something about this strange situation, but he swiftly abandoned the notion, as he was 
enjoying this moment too much to end it with confusion. In fact, he made it very apparent how much he was 


enjoying it when he abruptly pulled Jon closer, and moved the kiss down to his neck. 


Jon gasped in response and gripped onto Peter's shoulders for support, as Peter was leaning him back a bit. 


Before he could be reclined completely, however, Peter moved rather gracefully onto his knees on the floor in 


front of Jon. Jon was becoming more and more aroused in anticipation. 


Without delay, Peter unzipped Jon's pants and gently pulled out his stiff cock He gave a slow lick up the length 
before taking the head into his mouth. The weight on his tongue was a sensation he found himself very much 
enjoying. He was certainly very new to this, however, and it showed as he moved downwards and had to pause 


to relax his throat to prevent from gagging. 


With his hand settled in Peter's hair, Jon had to refrain from pulling hard. He instead expressed his pleasure 
with breathy moans. As Peter moved his pretty lips up and down the length, and flicked his tongue around and 
under the head, Jon let out a plethora of whimpers and gasps, each higher-pitched than the last. It wasn't 
much longer until Jon tossed back his head and came with a groan, his come spilling into Peter's mouth and on 


his wet lips. 


Peter did well to swallow the load, licking his lips. He came back up and sat next to Jon, who was still shaking a 


little. 
"Was it good?" Peter asked serenely. 


Jon nodded and pulled Peter into another kiss, moving back towards the headboard. Peter pushed him down 


gently, finally aware of his own raging hard-on. 


Once they took turns divesting each other of clothing, Peter brought their lips together again He gasped softly 
when he felt Jon's hand grasp his cock firmly. He was achingly hard, and as Jon began to pump his hand slowly, 
he had the sensation of almost melting from the relief. Gripping onto Peter's arm with one hand, Jon's other 
increased its speed. He could feel how tense Peter was, and watched as he shut his eyes Tightly. 


Peter came almost immediately; his come sputtered onto Jon's torso as he gave a quiet moan of Jon's name. 
Finally, he collapsed beside him, completely spent from the orgasm. He had to strain himself as to not fall 
asleep automatically. 


Out of curiosity, Jon wiped some of the come off of his chest with his finger, and brought it to his mouth. 
Between the dim lighting and his sleepy eyes, he hoped Peter didn't see the face he made from the taste. He 


wondered how on earth Peter swallowed all of his... 


Finally, fully succumbing to the warm effects of alcohol and orgasm, they fell asleep. 


